Ancient Greece/Rome

The existance of slavery in a "democratic" society was nothing short of an oxymoron.  Daphne(meaning the laurel) was in this position because her father could not pay his taxes, so the Emperor had ordered his entire male family killed and the female to be brought as slaves, to suit his every need.  She had lived at the palace with her only sister, Christina (meaning Christ-Bearer).  They wore the finest cloth in the empire, but no matter how nicely the slave was dressed; it was still a slave.

The Emperor had many wives, yet he was still never satisfied in terms of sexual relationships.  He had wanted the sisters all to himself, but they refused his advances.  Though the chains around their ankles were invisible, they were still there, keeping them from taking on their own identities and reclaiming their freedom from being the Emperor's whores.  They grit their teeth everytime he walked past them, hating his very presence.  "Dirty swine" Daphne whispered to her sister, causing her to giggle ever so softly.

The only thing even slavery could not take away from the sisters was their confidante in each other, their loyalty to one another was undaunting.  Even after they were sold to the Roman Emperor as slaves.  That was the one kindness the Greek Emperor ever showed the sisters, who would have to fight one another for their status as free people of Rome in the end.

When the sisters heard that female slaves could now be gladiators in the Colussium, they were thrilled to say the least!  They could taste the sweet freedom, not having to eat the table scraps like dogs and most of all being able to hold their heads up high!  They bought the issue up before the Emperor, who said this "If just one of you wins the upcoming tornament, I shall grant the both of you your freedom" this Emperor was much kinder than his Greek counterpart, but only to his own people.

Their female fitted armor was snug, with chainmail underneath it and the brass skirt were heavy indeed.  The helmet was a heavy garment for the head as well, almost blinding the vision of Christina it was so big on her.  But the added weight was of no matter, they had helped in bringing heavier loads of fish and stock than this back in Greece.  They were well built for combat, and it would help them in the end.

The tornament lasted three days, taking a break for meals and sleep only.  On the third afternoon, the tornament was about to come to an end.  The sisters were in different brackets, but the last fight was between the two siblings.  They both knew that one would have to kill the other, but the living one would have to have freedom without her sister.  If that was freedom, then it was not worth the pain.

When their match was about to begin, they met in the center and threw down their weapons, to which the crowd booed and shouted, their thirst for blood not satisfied.  The Emperor stood up and proclaimed "I promised the both of you freedom if only one of you won my tournament, yet you both conciede defeat.  Why is this?"

Daphne spoke "If one sister must go through life without the other to obtain freedom, then that said freedom would be no freedom at all; we would be slaves to our own grief" she threw her net aside with "If the lions are what await us for death, then so shall it be!"  the sisters then joined hands, waiting their fate.  It was then, and only then that Daphne's trust in her sister was her undoing.

Christina had picked up a sword and drove it through her sister's stomach.  Daphne could not believe that her sister would do this to her, with streams of blood pouring from her mouth and open wounds she turned to the cold stare of her sister.  "Sister...why?" she weakly stammered about, her falling on her behind in the dirt.

"It is because that you have always been in the spotlight" the younger sister said to the elder, "it has been very cold in your shadow.  I want the warmth of the sun to shine down on ME for a change" she then twisted the blade, making her elder sister vomit even more blood.  It was then that the Emperor declared Christina the winner and granted her freedom, and sent what he thought was the corpse of Daphne to the lions to be eaten.

It was then that the twins Romulus and Remus saw the potential of both the women to become creatures of the night, without the two brothers in attendance in the company of the other.  Remus had decided that he would take the betraying sister in as his first made vampire.  She would come in handy eventually in the case an all out war would start between the vampires and werewolves. A cut-throat attitude was just what he was looking for.

Romulus had felt sympathy for the fallen elder sister, so he set to the lion's den and rescued her from her death, but he gave her the choice "You can stay here and die the death of a mongrel, or you can come with me and see wonders beyond your imagination" he extended his hand to her and she took it, giving him her answer of 'yes'.  He grinned and bit into her flesh, the wounds on her front and back starting to heal. "From now on, you shall be known as Danielle.  You will leave all your humanly possessions behind and survive on what you can make for yourself and hunt for yourself."

Remus followed the younger sister to her new living area, and attacked her without warning; giving her the same wounds she had inflicted on her sister.  He too gave the dying woman a choice "Do you still wish for death?  Or have you tasted it enough?"

The woman spat out "E-e-enough..." he bit into her neck, injecting his venom that would turn her into a creature of the night forever.  He also gave her some of his own blood, to help her heal faster.

"Your name is now Christine, get used to it" he said, taking her under his wing and calling her his protoge.

Chicago, 1980s

Danielle had not seen her wretch of a sister in over a thousand years, their last meeting ending in an unfinished battle somewhere in London during the time known as "The Terrible Reign of Jack the Ripper" when in actuality was Christina (known now as Christine) and Danielle on a hunting binge.  When they caught sight of each other, they began to fight but their respective masters tore them away from the other and fled England.

The Chicago night life was busy, rampant with drug use and sexual activity.  She looked on at the unwilling prostitutes with cold sympathy.  She had been there herself, slaves to their masters.  The nineteen eighties were not a very good decade for vampires and werewolves alike, because it was hard to find young adults that were not under the influence of alcohol or cocaine.  Having one's blood perverted with the vile concoctions was most dishonorable in the night world, enough to make one's undead master disown him or her.

It was then that Danielle caught a whiff of the air, a very familiar scent permiated it.  The scent of death and tiger lilies, her sister was close, she however would not go looking for the literal back stabber.  "She knows I am here, let her come to me if she wants to finish what she started in London!" she growled.

Sure enough, Christine was standing in front of her, dramatically different.  Her hair was cut very short, with a neon blue base and purple streaks.  She was wearing all leather, black.  "Hello, sister dear" she mocked, her false sweet smile on her face.  Danielle tensed up, looking her sister straight in the eye with crimson rage.

"Do you intend to finish what you started a hundred years ago?!" she roared, people looking at them, thinking her words were just and expression.

"You know I ALWAYS finish what I start!" she reached up, grabbing Danielle by the neck and choke slamming her into the street.  Danielle then noticed that Christine was about to pounce on top of her, and put up her legs to flip her on her back.  That did happen, and the elder sister pinned the younger to the ground.

"Your name is an oxymoron!" she hissed "You should rename yourself Judas Iscariot, the same person who betrayed Jesus Christ for personal gain!"

It was then that Slayers and Hunters began to rush over to the fight and try to break it up.  Danielle got in very close to her sister's face and barked "Till next time, sister dear!" and lit off running just like a bat out of Hell.

It was about ten years later when Danille and Christine met their mates, Viktor and Claude.  Those days were happy for them, they stayed away from each other until the day they met again outside of Peach Creek Cul-de Sac, plotting their revenge for killing their mates.

When she heard of Christine's death, not a single tear was shed.  She did however, raise a glass in memory of her sister.

In the present day, the resort was in an uproar with rumors about the large family that resided on the third floor.  Richard looked at the little girl in disbelief "How do we know you ain't workin' for either team?!"

Cybele grinned evilly and said "You've recently had an extra marital affair" and she pointed to him "That is why you are giving your wife extra attention lately."

Victoria snapped her head to look at her husband "Is this true, Richard?"

The man was without words, his face beet red.  His knees were knocking against one another.

"Richard, don't you dare lie to me!"

He gulped, and started to tear up "Y-yeah..."

Victoria had gritted her teeth and took a hold of her son's hand to lead him out "I want a divorce, Richard" and stormed out to the front desk to request a room to herself and her son.

The rest of the group remained silent as Richard went after his wife, then they looked at the little girl.  "H-how did you do that?"

"I am the Great Mother.  I can see every thought anybody in this world has ever thunk and I can see their rights and wrongs" she looked at Double Dee and said "Like how you were 'convienently' scheduled to work during your wife's pregnancy appointments" he let out a surprised 'guh' noise "or perhaps you didnt want to go, a waste of time maybe?"

Marie looked at Double Dee "Eddward?  Is it true?"

"N-not at all Turtle Dove!"

Then Cybele looked over at Ed, her expression softening considerably "You on the other hand...have never done anything truely terrible.  Not even a thought against your worst of enemies" May smiled awkwardly, given the situation of their sons being a vampire and a werewolf.

Eddy said "Hey what about me?"

Her expression hardened again "You secretly wanted to make your girlfriend have an abortion with your son" this made Lee cry, knowing that he really DID marry her because she was pregnant.  Eddy looked ashamed as he looked over to Lance, who too was in shock.

"Y-you...didn't want me, Dad?" he was now shaking.

"N-now wait just a minute!  The thought did cross my mind-" a slap to the face from Lee.

"HOW COULD YOU?!  HOW DARE YOU?!"

"Lee, I swear it was a thought!  It was ALL it was!"

This was too much for Lance's little heart to take, so he just ran to the roof of the building and sat down with his head between his knees, trying to catch his breath.  When a small bat that was hanging upside down fluttered onto his shoulder, as if trying to comfort him.  He took the tiny bat in his palms and said "This might sound stupid, but I have had one crazy night" he chuckled.

The tiny bat looked up at him, it's little blind eyes staring out into space.

"Not to mention that I found out my own father practically hates me...otherwise he would not be able to even THINK something like that" he petted the bat on it's itty bitty head "Thanks for listening to me vent, little guy" he was shocked to hear the thing speak back to him.

"Girl actually.  I am indeed quite female" she said, taking her human form in front of the child "My name is Nox, it is a pleasure to meet you.  I am very sorry about your predicament, and would like to offer to be your parent" she said softly.

"But-but I already have parents!" said the boy.

"One that wishes you did not exist and the other that made her life based on false pretenses of love" she tutted "that does not sound like a parent to me.  I shall protect you from harm...the true purpose of a parent.  All you have to do is become my eyes" she showed him her fangs.

"D-does becoming a vamp hurt?"

"Only a little bit.  The human body has to die first and allow the vampire to take over, but I will give you a choice: do you wish to stay human and live like an unwanted child, or do you want something more?"

"I-I dont know...can I have a few hours to think it over?"

"Of course, but your business is your own.  You needn't discuss it with other people" she took the cute little bat form again and hung upside down from the ceiling again "I shall be here, waiting".

Danielle and Cybele had left the group of adults and children to their own devices, but as they were walking to a room they had rented for the week Danielle asked "Great Mother, do you think that was a tad harsh?"

"What do you mean?"

"The way you laid everybody's business on the table like that.  Invading their minds to get what you wanted was cruel, even by your standards!"

The little girl cocked an eyebrow "Are you questioning my results?"

"Not at all your results, but your methods are barbaric to say the least.  Why put those people through so much heartbreak even more that they already have due to tonight's events?"

"Please" the little girl scoffed "the upcoming battle hardly ranks a crisis compared to this.  If they survive personal demons, then they will be more than capable to fight Nox and Wolf Mother."

"I see where you are going with this, but could you have found a way that was not so-"

"Blunt?" the girl finished her sentance "I am afraid not.  Being blunt about the whole situation was the only way I could have set the stage.  You have supplied them with more than enough wolfsbaine and garlic to last them.  You have fulfilled your part of the predestined story concerning this matter."

"Predestined?  Then you mean how this thing's gonna end?"

"Nay, not even I know.  Only the journey is written, not the destination.  The things that can influence the outcome of this battle are the will power, the courage and the love that binds this one family together.  I have seen all possible outcomes, some more desirable than others."

"What about Chazz?  My human husband?"

"In all outcomes I have seen, he will always die."